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PREFACE. 


The  general  design  of  this  little  work  will  be  un- 
derstood from  its  title.  The  want  of  good  Songs  for 
Children  has  been  extensively  felt,  notwithstanding 
the  success  of  recent  publications  ;  nor  can  it  be 
supposed  that  any  single  volume,  of  the  ordinary 
size,  will  be  found  to  contain  an  adequate  supply. 
Children  also  are  fond  of  variety ;  and  in  this  they 
must  be  gratified,  or  their  attention  will  not  be 
strongly  enlisted,  nor  their  taste  be  very  sensibly 
improved.  The  present  selection,  therefore,  which 
is  rather  of  a  miscellaneous  character,  will  not  prove 
unacceptable,  we  trust,  to  the  friends  of  juvenile 
improvement. 
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"  LO  IN  THE  DESERT.' 


Lo   in  the    de-sert  rich  flowers  are  springing-,  Streams  ever  copious  are  gliding  along  ; 
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Loud  from  the  mountain-tops  echoes  are  ringing,  Wastes  rise  in  verdure  and  mingle  in  song. 


GOLDEN    RULE. 


DUET  i       let  fy  2d  Trebles. 


Do  unto  others  as  you  would,  That  they  should  do  to  you,  Whate'er  is  honest, 
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just  and  good, With  all  your  might  pursue,   With  all  your  might  pursue. 


ANOTHER. 

Love  God  with  all  your  soul  and  strength, 
With  all  your  heart  and  mind  \ 

And  love  your  neighbor  as  yourself  j 
Be  faithful,  just  and  kind. 


Slow. 


FABER,  S.  M. 
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How  sweet  the  melting  lay    That  breaks  upon  the    ear, 


When  at  the 


hour  of  ris-ing  day  The  saints  unite  in  pray'r,  The  saints  unite  in  pray'r. 


The  breezes  waft  their  cries 
Up  to  Jehovah's  throne, 

He  listens  to  their  broken  sighs 
And  sends  his  blessings  down. 


So  Jesus  rose  to  pray, 
Before  the  morning  light, 

Once  on  the  chilling  mount  did  stay 
And  wrestle  all  the  night. 


"MY   SCHOOLMATES." 


Presto. 


1.  My  school-mates  are  learning  to  sing,  And  I  will  be 
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e  of  the  class,  My  voice  shall  with 


mel-o-dy   ring,  In  ten  -  or,    ortre-ble,  or  bass,  In  te -nor,    or  treble,     or    bass. 


2  3 

The  lessons  I'll  labor  to  learn,  My  efforts  will  not  be  in  vain, 

The  rules  I  will  strictly  regard,  My  time  is  not  running  to  waste  : 

Their  meaning  I'll  strive  to  discern  By  little  and  little  I'll  gain 

Though  in  practice  they  seem  to  be  Till  all  is  accomplished  at  last, 
hard. 


THE   HOUR  OF   SONG. 


Slow. 
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1.  The  hour  of  song  has  come  Aud  smiling  faces,  Quick  to  the  concert  room,  All  take  their 


places;  Where  none    is   restless,  rude  or  wild, 
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But  eve  .  ry    one  a      qui  .  et      child. 


The  hour  of  song  has  come, 

With  welcome  leisure ; 
Children  in  early  bloom 
Enjoy  the  pleasure, 
Whether  the  strains  be  soft  or  low, 
Or  loud  or  high,  let  rapture  flow. 


Lively. 


The  hour  of  song  has  come 

With  recitation; 
None  should  be  deaf  or  dumb, 
No  hesitation : 
For  those  will  act  the  wiser  part 
Who  study  well  the  rules  of  art. 


TUNEFUL  HOUR. 


German. 
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1.  Let  us  close  the  tuneful  hour,  With  affection's  hallow'd  lay,  ?  T-         .  j  ... 

Streugthen'd  now  by  music's  power,  For  the  duties  of  the  day.  $  Kl>owledee  we  must  a»  pursue 


In  the  morning  of  our  life,  Never    act    as   i-dlers     do,  Ne-ver   join  in  bit-ter  strife. 


Ever  studious  to  excel, 

Never  envious,  never  -vain, 

Let  us  all  in  friendship  dwell, 
While  together  we  remain. 


Schoolmates  their  abodes  must  leave, 
Soon  we  shall  be  called  to  part ; 

May  we  then  together  live, 
In  remembrance  of  the  heart. 
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THE   LARK. 
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1.  From  his  humble  grassy  bed  See  the  warbling  lark  arise,  By  his  grateful 
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wishes  led,  Through  those  regions  of  the  skies,  Through  those  regions  of  the  skies. 


2 
Songs  of  thanks  and  praise  he  pours, 

Harmonizing  airy  space, 
Sings  and  mounts,  and  higher  soars, 

Tow'rd  the  throne  of  heavenly  grace. 


Wake,  my  soul — to  praise  aspire, 

Reason,  every  sense  accord ; 
Join  in  pure  seraphic  fire, 
Love  and  thank  and  praise  the 

Lord.  Jane  Taylor. 


"BLOOMING  FLOWER.' 
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.  See     the    love-ly  bloom-ing  flower   Fade  and  wither    in    an  hour  ; 
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So    our  tran-sient  corn-forts    fly,  Earth  -  ly    plea-sure  blooms  to  die. 


See,  the  leaves  are  falling  fast, 
Scatter'd  by  th'  autumnal  blast ; 
So  our  youthful  joys  will  fade, 
Anxious  care  our  breast  invade. 


Time  is  passing  swift  away, 
Earthly  bliss  will  soon  decay  ; 
Seek  we  then  to  find  on  high 
Pleasures  that  can  never  die. 


Lively.         1. 


ROUND,  FOR  THREE  VOICES. 
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Cheer  -  i   -  ly,  cheer  -  i  -    ly  sound  the  strain,     Hap  -  pi  -  ly,  hap- 
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pi  -  ly    met     a  -  gain, 


All, 


all, 


great  and  small. 


HARMLESS   INSECT.1 
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Poor  harmless  insect  thither  fly,  And  life's  short  hour  enjoy,  'Tis  all  thou  hast,  and 
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why  should  I    That   lit  -  tie      all      des  -  troy,      That    lit  -  tie     all  des-troy  1 
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Why  should  my  tyrant  will  suspend    To  range  along  the  bending  shade 


A  life  by  wisdom  given, 
Or  sooner  bid  thy  being  end 

Than  was  designed  by  heaven? 
3 
To  bask  upon  the  sunny  bed, 

The  damask  flow'rs  to  kiss, 


Is  all  thy  life  of  bliss. 
4 
Then  flutter  still  thy  silken  wings, 

In  rich  embroid'ry  drest, 
And  sport  upon  the  gale  that  iiings 
Sweet  odors  from  his  vest. 

Jane  Taylor. 
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Let       us  chant     the      morn  -  ing      song,        And      the 
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joy  -  ous  notes  pro  -  long,       Sing    the  round,  Swell  the  sound. 


1st  if  2d  Trebles. 
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THE   ORPHAN." 
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A.  F.  Williams. 
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Put   up  thy    lit 
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and; 


tie   hands  in 


pray 


t,  An 


d  lowly    bend      the 
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knee,  Now  lis  -  ten  to   the    words  with  care,  Repeat  them  after  me. 
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For  blessings  on  thy  hfe  this  day, 

And  for  thy  daily  bread, 
In  gratitude  "to  heaven  pray, 

And  bow  thv  tiny  head. 
3 
But  who  hast  thou  to  pray  for  now 

Thv  mother  is  no  more  ; 
Thy  father  cannot  hear  thy  vow, 

Ship-wreck'd  on  foreign  shore. 


Brother  or  sister  thou  hast  none 

To  share  thy  fond  caress, 
In  this  wide  world  thou  art  alone, 
Without  one  tie  to  bless. 
5 
Bereft  of  all,  left  thus  forlorn, 

To  Him  devote  thy  mind, 
Who.  to  the  lamb  that 's  newly  shorn 
Now  sends  the  temper'd  wind. 

Anon. 


THE  IDLER. 
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Some  people  complain  they  have  nothing  to  do,  And  time   passes  slowly  away  ; 
They  saunter  about  with  no  object  in  view,     And  long  for  the  end  of  the  day. 


H=B 


I*  ffjmf- 


P^t=tt 


a 


atti 


mm 


In  vain  are  their  riches,  or  honor,  or  birth;  They  nothing  can  truly  en-  joy;  They  're  the 


in^s^gg^gi 


wretchedest  creatures  that  live  on  the  earth,  For  the  want  of  some  pleasing  employ. 
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When  people  have  no  need  to  work  for  their  bread, 

And  indolent  always  have  been, 
It  never  so  much  as  once  enters  their  head 


That  wasting  their  time  is  a  sin. 


But  man  was  designed  for  some  useful  employ, 

From  earth's  first  creation  till  now : 
'Tis  good  for  his  health,  for  his  comfort  and  joy, 

To  live  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow.  jana  Taylor. 
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"CHILDREN   OF   A  FREEBORN  RACE. 


Children  of  a  free-born  race,    Happy  in  your  dwelling  place,    As  your  Wessings 
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ye  retrace,  Think  from  whence  they  flow,     Think  of  that  creative    hand,    Author  of  the 
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sea  and  land,  By  whose  power    the  nations  stand,  In  their   weal  or 


Where's  a  land  of  milder  skies  ? 
Where  do  loftier  mountains  rise  ? 
Where  do  nature's  rich  supplies 

So  profusely  shine  ? 
Where  such  forests,  lakes  and 

streams, 
Rising  suns  or  setting  gleams, 
Scenery  for  poetic  dreams, 

As  our  realms  combine 


Here  are  freedom,  health  and  peace , 
Here  oppression's  surges  cease  ; 
Streams  of  knowledge  here  increase, 

Deep'ning  far  and  wide : 
Science  here  her  tribute  pours, 
Industry  erects  her  stores, 
Wealth  flows  in  from  foreign  shores, 

Like  a  swelling  tide. 
? 


CHILDREN  OF  A  FREEBORN  RACE. 
4 
Here  religion,  undefiled, 
With  an  influence  pure  and  mild, 
Reaches  to  the  humblest  child 

E'en  from  door  to  door. 
Let  us  then  our  off 'rings  bring, 
Thanks  unto  the  heav'nly  King, 
From  the  heart  his  praises  sing 

Now  and  evermore. 
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THE    GAUDY   WEED. 


H. 


Lively. 
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1:  High  on    a  bright  and  sunny  bed,  A  scarlet  poppy  grew,     And 


upward  raised  its  staring  head,  And  held  it  out  to  view,  And  held  it  out  to  view. 
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Yet  no  attention  did  it  win 
By  all  these  efforts  made, 

And  less  offensive  had  it  been 
In  some  sequestered  shade. 
3 

For  though  within  its  scarlet  breast 
No  sweet  perfume  was  found 


It  seem'd  to  think  itself  the  best 
Of  all  the  flowers  around. 

4 
From  this  may  I  a  hint  obtain 
And  take  great  care  indeed, 
Lest  I  should  grow  as  pert  and  vain 
As  this  high  gaudy  weed. 

Jane  Taylor. 
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THE    LILIES,    A  DIALOGUE  AND  CHORUS. 
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Lively.     1st  DUET. 


leys,  How     beau  -  ti  -  ful  they         are, 
3rs      So       beau-tcous  -  ly     ar  -  rayed, 
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1st  DUET 
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They    rise  and  flourish  dai  -  ly  Without      one  thought  or  care;        They 

And    wa -ter'd  them  with  show-ers,  While  yet    they  soon    will         fade?        Then 


have  no    want  or       sor-row,  Their  dress  is  ev-er  gay,       They  think  not    of  to- 

will  he     not    de  -   ny    us     Our     clothing  and  our     food  ;      And     he     can  well  sup- 
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CHORUS. 
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raor  -  row,  And  soon    will    pass  a  -  way.        Yet  while    so  tran-si    -    to  -  ry,  They're 
ply    us      With   eve-ry     real         good.         O      let    us    then  draw    near  him,  la 

VOICE. 
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THE  LILIES.— Continued. 
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fair    as     a 
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ny     gem,     No  kingpin  earthly  glory  Can  be  com  -  par  -  cd  with  them, 
feci  -  emn  praise  and  pray'r,  For  ever  love  and  Tear  him,  And  trust  his   gra  -  cious  care. 
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EVENING. 
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The    beau-li-ful     sun  has  for  -  salt  -  en  the    earth,  And    fin  -  ish  -  ed     an- 
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The    birds  have  done  singing-,  and    gone  to     their  rest,  And 
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tlie  little  boy  's  tired  of  his  play. 
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a  Before  he  lies  down  on  his  bed  for  the  night, 
He'll  thank  his  kind  Father  above 
For  guarding  his  life,   taking  care   of  his 
~  health, 
And  for  all  the  kind  gifts  of  his  love. 
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"  THE  STARS  ARE  BRIGHT." 
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The  stars  are  bright  This  beautiful  night,  But  when  the  moon  ap- 
Inst.  Voice. 


wears  ;  The  stars  grow  dull,  The  moon  in  her  full,  Is  rising  over  the 
Inst.  Voice. 
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hills ;  Her  light  will  fail,  Her  face  grow  pale,  When  the  sun  his  course  reveals. 
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The  sun  s  onght  rays, 
That  dazzle  and  blaze, 
Will  soon  go  down  in  night ; 
But  heaver,  above, 


So  full  of  love, 
Will  never  lose  its  light 
Brighter  than  suns 
Are  the  starry  crowns 


That  saints  and  angels  wear; 

But  these  are  dim 

Compared  with  Him 
Who  reigns  in  glory  there.    H. 


THE  BREATHING  HARP. 
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Gentle  breezes    ever  smiling        Thro'  the  airy  realms  above, 
Kindly  now  our  cares  beguiling,  Bid  thy  softest  accents  move  ; 


SBE 
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d.  c.     Thou  canst  bid  the  trembling  wire    Waken  joy  or  solace  pain. 

D.  C. 
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Breathe  upon  th'  Eolean  lyre 
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Some  untold  melodious  strain 
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Swell  the  song  when  sunny  pleasure  Call  the  winning  forms  of  beauty 

Fills  my  heart  with  joy  and  light,  By  thy  playful  dulcet  note, 

Soothe  me  with  a  sadder  measure  Wake  my  soul  to  truth  and  duty 

In  the  gloom  of  sorrow's  night :  When  thy  noblest  numbers  float. 


THE  SHOWER. 
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See  upon  the  mountain's  side 
Spreading  like  a  curtain  wide 
d.  c.    Now  he  hides  his  fainting  head 
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Misty  clouds    arising, 
With  extent    surprising. 
In    the    pale    horizon; 
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THE  SHOWER.— continued 
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Now  the  sun  begins  to  fade. 


Gently  blending  light  and  shade. 

D.  C. 
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Darker  yet  the  skies  appear, 
Breezes  high  are  blowing, 
Rain  descends  the  earth  to  cheer, 

Rapid  streams  are  flowing. 
Now  the  landscape  wears  a  smile, 
Lab'ring  man  may  rest  awhile, 
For  the  products  of  his  toil 
Richly  will  be  growing. 


Now  the  breeze  is  soft  and  low, 

Past  the  plenteous  shower; 
Now  behold  the  beauteous  bow 

All  its  radiance  pour; 
Token  from  a  gracious  heaven, 
Seen  at  morning,  noon,  or  even' 
Of  a  promise  God  has  given 
To  drown  the  earth  no  more. 


GO  WHEN  THE  MORNING  SHINETH."    I.  Mason. 
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Go  when  the  mo 
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Go  when  the  tuorniug  shiueth,    Go  when  the  moon  is  bright,  Go  when  the  eve  de- 
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clincth, 


Go  in  the  ,hush  of  night, 


Go  with  pure  mind  and  feelinj 
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"GO  WHEN  THE  MORNING  SHINETH."— continued.  21 


Send  earthly  thoughts  away,  And  in  thy  chamber  kneeling,    Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 
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Go  plead  for  all  who  love  thee, 
All  who  are  loved  by  thee, 

Go  pray  for  those  who  hate  thee, 
If  any  such  there  be. 


Then  for  thyself  in  meekness 
A  blessing  humbly  claim, 

And  offer  each  petition 
In  thy  Redeemer's  name. 


THE  BUTTERFLY. 


H. 


Quiet. 
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The  butterfly,  an  idle  thing,  Nor  honey  makes,  nor  yet  will  sing  Like 
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busy  bee  and  bird.   Nor  does  it,  like  the  prudent  ant,  Lay  up  the  grain  for 
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THE  BUTTERFLY.— continued. 
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time  of  want,  A  wise  and  cautious  hoard. 
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My  youth  is  but  a  summer  day 
Then,  like  the  bee  and  ant,  I'll  lay 

A  store  of  learning  by : 
And  though  from  flower  to  flower  [  rore. 
My  stock  of  wisdom  I'll  improve, 

Nor  be  a  butterfly.  Jane  Taylor. 


BEYOND  THE  SKY." 


Allegro. 


H. 


There   is  beyond   the  sky    A  heaven    of  joy    and   love,      And 
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righteous  children,  when  they  die,  Go  to  that  world  above,  Go  to  that  world  above 
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Then  may  our  joyful  tongues 
Our  Maker's  honor  sin?, 


Jesus  will  take  the  young 
Beneath  his  special  care, 


Jesus  receive  our  youthful  songs,      And  may  he  keep  our  heart  and  tODgue 


And  bear  them  to  the  King. 


From  every  hurtful  snare. 


"  NOW  I  LAY  ME."— nursery  songs.       23 
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Now  I    lay    me       down,  to  sleep,        I     pray  the  Lord  my 
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soul  to  keep  ;       If        I  should  die  before  I  wake,    I  pray  the  Lord  my 
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soul  to  take. 


I         pray    the  Lord  my      soul       to    take. 
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Thro'  the  night  with  slumber  prest         Let  mercy  guide  me  thro'  the  day, 
The  Lord  hath  giv'n  me  quiet  rest ;        And  lead  me  in  the  narrow  way. 


"  DARK  NIGHT." 
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Dark  night  away  hath  rolled, 
Glad  birds  are  soaring  hisrh, 
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The  sun,  with  rays  of  gold,  Looks 
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sky, 


Teach  me  to  thank  the  Power 

Whose  hand  sustains  me  so, 
Who  o'er  each  fragrant  flower 

Bids  dews  of  mercy  flow. 
3 
O  raise  my  heart  above, 

Where  heavenly  hosts  adore  ; 
I'll  praise  thee  for  thy  love, 

And  count  thy  mercies  o'er. 


THE  VIOLET. 
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Down  in  the  green  and      shady  bed  A      modest         vio  -  let 
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grew 


Its    stalk    was  bent,    it  hung  its  head,        As 
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See  Sacred  Lyre,  p.  93, 


THE  VIOLET.— continued. 


if      to  hide  from        view,            As        if       to  hide  from  view. 
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MARSTON. 


E.  Collier. 


little  children    see,  And 
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mer  -  ci  -  ful  -  ly        call  Their  wand'ring        hearts       to        thee. 
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O  let  thy  powerful  grace 
Their  souls'  attention  draw 

And  on  our  memories  trace 
Thy  never-changing  law. 


Let  faith,  and  hope,  and  love, 
To  dwell  in  us  unite, 

Then  raise  our  souls  above, 
To  live  in  endless  light. 


26 


MORNING. — RESPONSE  AND    chorus. 


SOLI. 


Awake,  awake,  From  slumber  break  ;  Awake,  :ll:  Thy  couch  forsake  j  The 
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Early    to      bed,   and    early  to 
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rise,  Is  the  way  to    be 
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healthy,  and  wealthy,  and  wise,      Early     to     bed,  and    early     to 
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MORNING. CONTINUED. 
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rise,  Is    the  way  to    be      healthy,  and  wealthy,  and 
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Awake,  &c. 
The  birds  are  singing, 
The  bells  are  ringing, 
Early  to  bed,  &c. 


Awake,  &c. 

The  breezes  are  blowing, 
The  odors  are  flowing, 
Early  to  bed,  &c. 


"  AH,  TELL  ME  NO  MORE." 


Sac.  Lyre. 
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Ah,      tell    me  no    more    Of  the  worldling's  vain  store, 
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time  for  such  trifles  With  me  now  is  o'er,  With  me  now  is  o'er. 
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A  region  I've  found, 

Where  true  riches  abound, 
And  songs  of  salvation 

For  ever  abound. 


Then  let  us  not  stray 

In  the  tempter's  dark  way, 
But  follow  the  Savior 

To  mansions  of  day. 
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FREE  FROM  SLUMBER." 


1.  Free  from  slumber,  free  from  care,  Free  from  thoughts  of  sadness, 
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Let    us    greet   the    morning   air    With  a  song     of    gladness. 


While  the  music  of  the  grove 

On  the  ear  is  stealing, 
Thoughts  of  friendship  and  of  love 

Waken  tender  feeling. 


Fragrance  fills  the  gentle  breeze 
Now  incessant  blowing  : 

While  beneath  the  forest  trees 
Gentle  rills  are  flowing. 


Lo,  the  drops  of  pearly  dew 
Upward  are  ascending, 

And  the  flowers  with  golden  hue 
On  the  stalk  are  bending. 


In  the  pastures  fresh  and  green, 
Flocks  and  herds  are  straying 

Sol,  without  a  cloud  is  seen, 
Light  and  warmth  conveying. 


See  all  nature  join  in  praise — 
Earth,  and  air,  and  ocean  ! 

Upward  then  to  heaven  we'll  raise 
Songs  of  true  devotion, 


"  TO  SORROW  INCLINED.' 
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1.  Her  eye  was  to  sorrow  inclined,  Her  cheek  wore  the  tinges  of  shame, 
Her  actions  had  been  so  unkind  That  only  herself  she  could  blame  : 
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A  friend  whose  affection  was  true  Some  trifling  occasion  had  given  :  But 


more  she  had  claim'd  than  was  due,  And  quite  in  ill-nature  had  striven. 
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The  friend  had  been  lowly  and  meek, 

But  she  had  been  lofty  and  rude : 
All  heard  her  impatiently  speak, 

And  censured  the  course  she  pursued 
Her  sorrows  were  therefore  in  vain, 

'Till  she  her  confession  had  made  ; 
Then  all  was  enjoyment  again, 

And  every  sad  murmur  allayed. 


More  watchful  she  now  will  become, 

And  strive  her  own  spirit  to  rule, 
That  whether  abroad  or  at  home 
Or  with  her   fond  class-mates  at 
school, 
She  never  again  may  offend, 

But  daily  in  kindness  improve  ; 
Never  injure  the  heart  of  a  friend, 
JNor.mar  the  sweet  circles  of  love.  H. 


"  WHO  MADE  THE  SKY.' —dialogue  and  chorus. 

1st  DUET 


1.  Who  made  the  sky  so  bright  and  blue,  Who  made  the  grass  so  green  1 

Inst. 
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2d  DUET. 
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Who  made  the  flow'rs    that  smell  so  sweet,  In  pretty  colors    seen 


CHORUS. 
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'Twas  God  our  Father  great  in  pow'r,  O  let  us  all  his  name  adore. 


Who  made  the  little  bird  to  fly  1 
How  sweetly  she  has  sung  ! 

And  though  she  soars  so  very  high, 
She  '11  not  forget  her  young. 

Cho  —  'Twas  God  our  Father,  &c. 


Who  made  the  sun  that  shines  so  bright, 

And  gladdens  all  we  see  1 
It  comes  to  give  us  heat  and  light; 

How  thankful  we  should  be ! 
Cho. — 'Twas  God  our  Father,  &c. 


"  WHO  MADE  THE  SKY."— Continued. 
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4  5 

Who  made  the  moon  and  stars  so  high  Who  made  the  rocks,  the  hills,  the  trees, 

The  darksome  night  to  cheer  1  The  mountains  and  the  vales, 

How  bright  they  shine  in  yonder  sky,     The  flocks,  the  herds,  the  cooling  breeze, 

Oft  as  the  heavens  are  clear !  The  stream  that  never  fails  1 

Cho.  'Twas  God  our  Father-all  we  see  Cho.  'Twas  God  our  Father—all  we  see 

Proclaims  his  glorious  Deity.  Proclaims  his  glorious_Deity. 


QUESTIONS. 

Could  all  the  thing's  we  see  have  been  made  without  any  person  to 
make  them  ? 

Are  there  many  worlds  besides  this  earth  ? 


ROUND, 
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Seek    from  the    skies,    Vir  -  tue's       fair        prize :  In  life': 
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youth-ful        morn    -   ing,    Ev  -  ery      grace    a 
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dorn 
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Search  for  hidden    treasures,      Shun  for  -  bid  -  den        pleasures. 
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Lively, 


M  THE  SPRING  OF  LIFE." 

Words  by  M.  M.  Davidson. 


1.  The  spring  of  life    is     o  -  pen  -  ing  Up-on       my   youthful 

2.  To  guard  my  youthful  couch  from  *  o,  An  an  -  gel  hovers 
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mind,     And  ev  -  ery  day  the  more  I    see,  The  more  there  is       to 
near,      "Watches   my  bo -som's  every  throe  And  wipes  each  childish 
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find  ;  The  path  of  life  is  beautiful  When  sprinkled  o'er  with  flowers,  And 
tear.  It  is  my  mother — and  with  her,  Through  life  I'll  sweetly  glide,  And 
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flic  -  tion's  touch, 
when  my  pilgrimage   is    o'er 


Or   watch'd   the   weary  hours. 
I'll  moul  -  der  at     her'  side. 
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"AWAY  TO  SCHOOL.5 


Chorus. 
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Our  youthful  hearts  for  learning  burn,  Away,  away  to  school, 
To  science  now  our  steps  we   turn,  Away,  away  to  school. 
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Farewell  to  home  and  all  its  charms,  Farewell  to  love's  paternal  arms, 
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No  more  we  walk,  no  more  we  play,  United  in  a  peaceful  band,  [hand, 

Away,  away  to  school :  We're  joined  in  heart,  we're  joined  in 

In  study  now  we  spend  the  day,  Away  to  school,  away  to  school, 

Away,  away  to  school.  Away,  away  to  school. 
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1.  The  sil- very  moon  ad- van  -  ces,     In     mo-dest  dig-ni- 


ty :  Who,     'mid  the    star  -  ry  dan  -  -  -  ces,        So 
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beau  -  ti  -  ful  as  she  1 
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So 
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See  where  she  comes,  soft  stealing 

Across  the  stilly  night ! 
How  many  hearts  are  hailing 

Her  mild  and  friendly  light ! 
3 
Our  eyes  she  gently  closes 

"When  daily  toil  is  o'er  : 
The  weary  earth  reposes 

Beneath  her  soothing  power. 


She  comes  with  night-dews,  healing 

The  heart  with  pain  distressed, 
She  wakes  the  sweetest  feeling 

"Within  the  lonely  breast. 
5 
Our  heavenly  Father  lends  us 

This  trusty  friend  by  night: 
May  he  a  spirit  send  us 

As  pure  as  her  pure  light. 


Qi*tc*. 


«: 


ytDt. 


EARLY  AT  SCHOOL.' 
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1.  To  be     ear  -  ly    at  school  Is  an  ex  -  eel  -  lent  rule,      For 


H^^SS 


re 


youth  who  desire  to  im  -  prove  :  But  to    linger    and    stay,     Or  to 


ramble    and    play, 


Is        ev  -  er    from    du  -  ty      to        rove. 
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How  delightful  to  find 

An  intelligent  mind, 
Like  the  bee  with  her  honey  employ'd, 

Increasing  her  store 

From  the  sweet-scented  flower, 
With  an  industry  always  enjoyed. 
3 

Let  us  labor  like  her, 

And  our  studies  prefer 
To  the  trifling  amusements  of  time ; 


The  employment  is  sweet 
While,  with  diligent  feet, 

Up  the  hill  of  Parnassus  we  climb. 
4 
While  the  season  is  ours, 
Let  us  strengthen  our  powers 

By  the  knowledge  we  daily  obtain, 
And  let  us  at  school 
Our  affections  control, 

That  virtuous  actions  may  reign. 
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"  THE  HORN, 


Quick. 
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The  bu-gle  horn.  This  early  morn,  Is  echoing  o'er  the  hills;  It's 


Inst. 
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notes  so  sweet  I       oft    re  -  peat,  Till  all   my   bo-som   thrills 
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who  could  weep,  Or  who  could  sleep  While   music  fills  the  gale  7    By 
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night  or  morn,  I      love    the  horn  That  sounds  o'er  hill  and  dale. 
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"  THE  HORN."— Continued- 
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It.  bids  me  rise, 

When  darkness  flies, 
And  hail  the  new-born  day ; 

With  gratitude 

For  strength  renewed  : 
The  summons  I  obey  : 


And  when  the  sun 

His  race  has  done, 
Its  joyous  notes  again 

Bring  fresh  to  mind 

That  Being  kind 
Whose  mercies  still  remain. 


QUESTIONS. 

What  is  gratitude  ?     Is  it  a  duty  to  express  our  gratitude  to  God  every  day  ? 
What  do  you  think  of  the  sin  of  ingratitude  7 


ROUND. 
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Let    mel    -    o  -  dy    now      its    soft    numbers    prolong. 
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And      har  -  mo  -  ny    join     in     the        fulness    of    s  ong. 
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Articulate,    mind     the    accent,  let    the    em  -  pha  -  sis  be    strong. 


QUESTIONS. 

What   is  Melody?     What  is   Harmony?     What  is  Articulation? 
What  are  Accent  and  Emphasis  ? 
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"  THE  WINTER  KING. 


H. 
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O  what  will  become  of  thee,  poor   little  bird !    The    muttering 
Inst.  
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storm  in  the  dis  -  tance    is  heard,  The  rough  winds  are  waking,  the 
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clouds  growing  black,  They'll  soon  scatter  snow-flakes  all  over  thy  back. 
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THE  WINTER  KING."— continued. 

Soli. 
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cold        win  -  ter      day  1 


pick  -  ing    the    gum  from  the 
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BE 


^  old  peachen    tree,  The  storm  does  not  trou  -  ble  me — Pe-dee-dee." 


But  what  makes  thee  seem  so  unconscious  of  care  ? 
The  brown  earth  is  frozen,  the  branches  are  bare ; 
And  how  canst  thou  be  so  light-hearted  and  free, 
As  if  danger  and  suffering  thou  never  shouldst  see  ; 
When  no  place  is  found  for  a  warm  evening  nest, 
No  leaf  for  a  screen,  for  thy  bosom  no  rest  ? 
"  Because  the  same  hand  is  a  shelter  for  me 
"  That  took  off  the  summer  leaves — Pe-dee-dee." 


But  man  feels  a  burden  of  care  and  of  grief 

"While  picking  the  clusters  and  binding  the  sheaf: 

In  the  summer  we  faint,  in  the  winter  we're  chill 'd, 

With  ever  a  void  that  is  yet  to  be  fill'd ; 

We  take  from  the  ocean,  the  earth  and  the  air, 

But  all  these  rich  gifts  do  not  silence  our  care  : 

"  A  very  small  portion  sufficient  will  be, 

"  If  sweetened  by  gratitude — Pe-dee-dee."        Commvnicatcd 
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Slow. 
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"  HE  WEPT." 
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He  wept  at  the  deed  he  had  done,  And  surely  had  reason  to 


Inst. 
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grieve,         For     vir  -  tue     for  -  ev  -  er    must        frown 
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On 
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ac  -  tions  that  tend  to    de  -  ceive  : 


A  falsehood  he  never  would 


t?  HE  WEPT."— continued. 
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actions  he  knew  could  as  well  Give  meaning  and  thoughts  that  are 


'rong. 
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He  wept  at  the  deed  he  had  done ; 

But  sorrow  was  turning  to  joy  ; 
For  now  a  reform  was  begun, 

That  well  might  his  spirit  employ. 


How  lovely  a  virtue  is  truth  ! 

In  words  and  in  actions  the  same  ; 
Tis  the  stay  of  our  childhood  and  youth, 

While  falsehood  will  clothe  us  with 
shame.  H. 


QUESTIONS. 

Can  you  give  any  examples  of  deceitful  actions  7    Which  of  the  command- 
ments is  broken  by  this  sin  1 


ROUND. 
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School  is  open,  take  your    places,   At  the    ringing  of   the  bell 
2 
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Joy  - ful  hearts  and  smiling  faces,  Take  your  books  and  study  well. 
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Every  scholar,  hush,  hush  !  :il:    :ll:    Every  scholar,  hush 
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MY  FATHER. 


Littly. 


Oh    how    I  love  my     father's  eye,    So    ten  -  der  and    so 
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kind ;             Oh         how          I     love    its         a  -  -  zure  die,  The 
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in  -  dex     of      his       mind,     The  index     of      his 


mind. 
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Oh  how  I  love  the  silver  hair 
That  floats  along  his  brow  ; 

I  love  to  press  my  father's  form 
And  feel  his  cheek's  warm  glow. 


Oh  what  is  like  a  parent's  care 
To  guard  the  youthful  mind  : 

Oh  what  is  like  a  parent's  prayer, 
Unbounded  grace  to  find. 

M.  M.  David*on. 


THE  FIELD." 
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Quick. 
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We'll  go  to  the  field  for  some  flowers,  The  meadows  are  verdant  and 
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gay ;        How      fra  -  grant  they  are  since  the 


show'rs,    How 
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bright  and  how  lovely  the  day,  How  bright  and  how  lovely  the  day 


Sfcp^zfcart 


£2 


5 


=£ 


n-n- 


-=3-s3- 


i 


2 
But  who  made  the  pretty  green  trees  1 

And  who  made  the  beautiful  flowers  1 
Who  sweetens  with  roses  the  breeze  1 

Who  makes  them  all  fresh  with  the  showers  1 
3 
'Tis    our    Heavenly  Father  above, 

Who  makes  every  thing  that  we  see, 
And  who,  with  compassion  and  love, 

Regards  such  young  children  as  we.  Anon. 
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"  WHEN  ALL  WITHIN  IS  PEACE." 


H. 
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Bass. 


When    all    with  -  -  in        is  peace,  How  na  -  ture  seems  to 
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smile  ;    De    -    lights      that     ne  -  ver 
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cease,  The    live  -  long 


From  morn  to  dewy  eve 
With  open  hand  she  showers 

Fresh  blessings,  to  deceive 
And  soothe  the  silent  hours. 


It  is  content  of  heart 

Gives  nature  power  to  please 
The  mind  that  feels  no  smart 

Enlivens  all  it  sees: 


Can  make  a  wintry  sky 

Seembright  as  smiling  May^ 

And  evening's  closing  eye 
As  peep  of  early  day. 


Cowper. 


THE  PLANETS." 
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Inst. 


The  planets  are  beautiful  stars,  Called  Mercury,  Venus,  Earth, 
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Mars,  Juno. 


Seres,  and  Pallas,  and  Vesta,  And  Jupiter  looking 


5ES 


& 


Si 


t 


-*!-- 


i^^gggi^gi 


fine,  And  Saturn  with  rings  that  will  shine,  And  Herschel  so  distant  and  misty. 
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The  planets  all  move  round  the  sun 
Without  any  light  of  their  own, 

Each  one  in  a  beautiful  circle  : 
They  roll  like  a  ball  on  its  way  ; 
We  never  can  see  them  by  day, 

When  evening  is  fair  they  will  sparkle. 

These  things  I  can  scarce  understand, 
But  sister  can  well  comprehend 

Much  more  than  dear  mother  has  told  her : 
She  says  that  God  made  all  the  stars  ; 
And  mother  as  kindly  declares 

She  '11  tell  me  the  rest  when  I  'm  older.  H. 
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PROSPECT  HILL. 
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On  the        bank  of  the  river    so  high,     The  prospec  lis 
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beauteous  and        fair,       The  sun  is  half  veiled    in      the  sky,    And 
INST.  voice.     „ 
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cool  are  the  breezes  of        air.  The    vessels  are  gliding    a  - 
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PR0SPEC1  HILL.— continued. 
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along,  All  noiseless  before  the  soft  breeze  ;  The  warblers  are  mingling 
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in  song,  Mid  the  branches  of  beautiful  trees,  The  branches  of  beautiful  trees. 
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Far  off  as  the  eye  can  survey  In  sweet  meditation  I  stand, 

The  prospect  is  calm  and  serene,  And  sigh  for  that  heavenly  shore, 

The  river  still  winding  its  way  That  stream  at  the  Father's  right  hand, 

By  the  forests  and  fields  that  are  green.   Where  pleasures  descend  evermore. 

H. 


EXERCISE. 
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THE  CALENDAR. 


H, 


presto.  1st  Duet. 
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Tell  me  the  days  each  month  contains,  Speak  with  animation , 
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2d  Duet. 
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One  little  verse  the  whole  explains    Without  cal  -  cu  -  la  -  tion. 
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Thirty  days  hath  September,    I      Feb  twenty-eight  alone,  And 

April,  June,  and  November,  $ 
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THE  CALENDAR.— costi.nued. 
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Tell  me  the  number  that  remains, 
Now  the  twenty-  secoud  ; 

Oue  little  verse  the  whole  explains 
When  'tis  rightly  reckoned. 
Chorus  :— Thirty  days,  &c. 


Tell  me  the  weeks  this  month  contains, 

If  you  cau  discover  ; 
One  little  verse  the  whole  explains. 
Four,  and  three  days  over. 
Chorc?:— Thirty  days,  &c. 


QUESTIONS. 


What  do  you  understand  about  leap  year  1 
How  many  days  are  there  in  a  year? 
How  many  weeks  ? 
How  many  seasons  1 


EXERCISE. 
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THE  VACATION 
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Vacation  now  we're  spending,  With  many  a  joy  in    train,  The 
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youthful  mind  unbending,  Fresh  vigor  to  regain.     In  scenes  of  relax- 
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day,      Or    join,  for  recre  -  ation,  In 


ation  We    pass  the  jocund 
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feats  of  harmless  play, 
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The  harvest  fields  are  yellow, 

And  skies  are  bright  and  clear ; 
Autumnal  fruits  are  mellow, 

And  plenty  crowns  the  year. 
The  bugle  note  is  ringing, 

The  distance  far  around, 
Whiie  echo,  back  is  flinging 

The  joy-inspiring  sound. 


THE  VACATION.— continued. 
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Sweet  season,  thou  restorest 

The  tide  of  youthful  glee 
Within  the  field  or  forest, 

Or  by  the  moon-lit  sea  : 
Or  where  the  boatman's  winding 

His  horn  mid  lakes  and  streams, 
While  commerce  is  unbinding 

Her  wealth  in  golden  dreams. 


As  streams  are  ever  gliding, 

As  shadows  quickly  fly, 
As  time  its  course  is  guiding 

To  immortality ; 
So  let  our  steps  be  hastened 

From  every  evil  way, 
And  let  our  joys  be  chastened 

By  pure  religion's  sway. 


SABBATH  EVE. 


The  time  how  lovely  and  how  still ! 

Peace  shines  and  smiles  on  all  below  ; 
The  plain,  the  stream,  the  wood,  the  hill, 

All  fair  with  evening's  setting  glow. 

3 

Season  of  rest !  the  tranquil  soul 

Feels  the  sweet  calm  and  melts  to  love  j 

And  while  these  sacred  moments  roll, 
Faith  sees  a  smiling  heaven  above. 
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"MILDEST  BREEZE.5 


Dr.  Arnold. 
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Summer's  mildest    breeze  is  blowing    Through  the  meadow 
And    her  purest    fragrance    flowing,         To    inspire     the 
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heart  with  love. 


All       creation  wakes  to  gladness,  Bids  us  in   her 
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music    share  ;    But  this  heart  is  filled  with  sadness,  And  disturbed 
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Why  this  tumult  of  emotion  ? 

Why  this  self-tormenting  pain  1 
Light  the  fires  of  pure  devotion 

And  thy  wonted  peace  regain. 
If  thy  wand'rings  are  forgiven, 

Be  not  anxious  for  the  rest, 
Leave  thy  cause  alone  with  heaven, 

And  thou  art  for  ever  blest. 
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DELIGHT  OF  MY  SOUL 
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Jesus,    de 


light  of  my      soul,  My    Savior 


and 
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2  Thy  love  I  can  never  deserve, 
That  bids  rne  be  happy  in  thee  ; 
My  God  and  my  King  I  will  serve, 
Whose  favor  is  heaven  to  me. 


3  How  can  I  thy  goodness  repay, 
By  nature  so  weak  and  defil'd 
Myself  I  have  given  away, 
O  call  me  thy  own  little  child. 


And  art  thou  my  Father  above  1 

Will  Jesus  abide  in  my  heart  1 
O  bind  me  so  fast  with  thy  love, 

That  I  never  from  thee  shall  depart.      un.  Minstrel. 
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THE  PILOT. 


Nelson. 


EXPRESSIVE. 


O,      pilot,  'tis  a    fearful  night,  There's  danger  in  the  deep,  I'll 


down,      the  sai  -  lor  cried,  go  down,  This  is  no  place  for  thee  :  Fear 
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not,      but  trust  in      Pro  -  vidence  Wherever      thou  may'st    be. 
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THE    PILOT.— CONTINUED. 
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Ah  !  Pilot,  dangers  often  met 

We  all  are  apt  to  slight ; 
And  thou  hast  known  these  raging  waves 

But  to  subdue  their  might. 
11  Oh  !  'tis  not  apathy,"  he  cried,  • 

"  That  gives  this  strength  to  me  ; 
Fear  not,  but  trust  in  Providence, 

Wherever  thou  may'st  be." 


:  On  such  a  night  the  sea  ingulf  d 

My  father's  lifeless  form ; 
My  only  brother's  boat  went  down 

In  just  so  wild  a  storm:" 
And  such,  perhaps,  may  be  my  fate, 

But  still  I  say  to  thee, 
Fear  not,  but  trust  in  Providence, 
Wherever  thou  may'st  be.", 


MERCY -SEAT." 
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From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows,  From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 

»-^*-+—»—1»  rip 


pqc 


i 


B3S 


\ 


t=£ 


t=t 


£=* 


j-T-fl 


H — fc-4 


m 


H* 


rm['9*4.§ 


There    is  a  calm,  a    sure  retreat ;  'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 
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2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads, 
A  place  of  all  on  earth  most  sweet, 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  friend ; 
Though  sunder'd  far,  by  faith  we  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat. 
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"NOTES  OF  SADNESS." 
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Who  can    tell  what  notes  of  sadness  From  the  hills  and  valleys 
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O,  how  desolate  the  dwelling 
Where  our  God  is  not  revered, 

Where  no  song  of  praise  is  swelling, 
Nor  the  voice  of  prayer  is  heard  ! 
Where  religion's 

Cheering  rays  have  not  appeared. 
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Where  the  seeds  of  vice  are  growing, 

And  the  paths  of  folly  lie. 
Where  the  streams  of  death  are  flowing 

With  destruction  ever  nigh : 
Bid  the  Gospel 

Wave  its  peaceful  banners  high. 


Then  the  desert  land  rejoices 
Then  it  blossoms  as  the  rose, 

Converts  then  lift  up  their  voice*, 
And  the  song  responsive  flows  : 

Care  and  sorrow 
Then  are  hushed  to  soft  repose. 


ENDLESS  PRAISES. 
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Endless    praises 
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to  our 


God, 
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Ever  be    his  name    adored, 


Ever  be 


his        name    adored. 


2  Angels  crown  him,  crown  the  Lamb, 
He  is  worthy,  praise  his  name. 

3  Saints  adore  him  for  his  grace 
To  our  guilty,  fallen  race. 

4  Saints  and  angels  join  to  sing 
Glory  to  our  God  and  King. 


Slow. 


EXERCISE. 
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"  SUNSET  TREE." 
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Come 
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to  the  siin-set  tree  •  The  day    is  past  and 
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gone,     The    woodman's  axe  lies  free,         And         the  reaper's  work 
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done,      The  twilight  star     to  heav'n,  And  the  summer  dew  to 


flow'rs,    And  rest  to  us  is  giv'n      By  the    cool  soft  evening 
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SUNSET  TREE."— continued. 
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CHORUS. 
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breeze.  Come 


:ll:     to  the      sunset  tree,  The  day  is  past  and 
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gone,  The  woodman's  axe  lies  free,  and  the  reaper's  work  is    done 
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TRIO. 

Sweet  is  the  hour  of  rest, 

Pleasant  the  woodland's  sigh, 
And  the  gleaming  of  the  west, 

And  the  turf  whereon  we  lie, 
When  the  burthen  and  the  heat 

Of  labor's  task  is  o'er, 
And  kindly  voices  gre  jt 

The  loved  one  at  the  door. 

CHORUS. 

Come,  come,  &c. 


Yes,  'tis  a  tuneful  sound 

That  dwells  in  whisp'ring  boughs, 
Welcome  the  freshness  round, 

And  the  gale  that  fans  our  brows  ; 
But  rest  more  sweet  and  still 

Than  ever  night-fall  gave, 
Our  yearning  hearts  shall  nil 

In  the  world  beyond  the  grave. 

CHORUS. 

Come,  come,  &c. 


There  shall  no  tempest  blow, 

No  scorching  noon-tide  heat, 
There  shall  be  no  more  snow 

For  weary  wand'ring  feet : 
So  we  lift  our  trusting  eyes 

From  the  hills  our  fathers  trod, 
To  the  quiet  of  the  skies — 

The  Sabbath  of  our  God. 

CHORU3. 

Come,  come,  &c 
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THE  BOAT." 


I  saw  from  the  beach  when  the  mornin 
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was  shining. 


A  bark  on  the 
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waters  move  gloriously  on  :    I  came  when  the  sun  o'er  that  beach  was  de- 
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Ah,  such  is  the  fate  of  our  life's  early  promise, 
So  passing  the  spring-tide  of  joy  we  have  known  : 

Each  wave  that  we  danced  on  at  morning,  ebbs  from  us, 
And  leaves  us  at  eve  on  the  bleak  shore  alone ! 


Then  tell  me  of  glories  serenely  adorning 

The  close  of  our  day,  the  calm  eve  of  our  night — 

The  sunbeams  of  heaven,  like  the  rich  hues  of  morning 
That  dawn  o'er  the  grave  with  eternity's  light. 


*  THERE'S  PEACE,  THERE'S  HOPE,  THERE'S  JOY."   61 

Slow. 
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There's  peace,  there's  hope,  there's  joy,  To  those  who  fear  the 
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Lord  ;     There's  bliss  without  al  -  loy      For    those  who    love      his 
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word,  For  those  who  love  his  word. 
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There's  peace — the  troubled  soul, 

Christ  is  ever  calm  ; 
He  '11  make  the  spirit  whole 
And  every  fear  disarm. 


There  's  hope—to  heaven  above 
Lift  thy  desiring  eyes  ; 

There  all  is  perfect  love, 
There  full  fruition  lies. 


4 

There's  joy — a  holy  joy 
The  Savior  will  impart, 

Though  sin  may  -now  annoy 
The  true  believer's  heart. 


There's  bliss  in  realms  of  light, 
Near  the  Redeemer's  throne, 

For  those  who've  fought  the  right, 
"Who  have  the  victory  won. 
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"  WONDERS  OF  CREATION." 
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The  wonders  of  creation.  In  earth,  and  air,  and  skies,    Ex- 
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cite  our  ad  -  mi  -  ra-tion  And  fill    us  with  sur  -  prise 
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"  WONDERS  OF  CREATION."— continued.      63 


Behold  the  lofty  mountains, 

The  vales,  and  plants,  and  trees, 
The  lakes,  and  streams  and  fountains, 

The  oceans  and  the  seas, 
Supplied  with  living  creatures 

Of  endless  grades  and  forms, 
From  those  of  human  features 

To  insects  and  to  worms ; 


The  golden  hues  of  even, 
So  beauteous  to  the  eye, 

The  thunder  clouds  of  heaven, 
"Whose  winged  lightnings  fly, 


The  rainbow  so  delightful, 
The  sunshine  after  rain, 

The  whirlwind,  dark  and  frightful, 
That  desolates  the  plain  ; 


The  king  of  day  victorious, 

The  gentle  queen  of  night, 
The  countless  gems  so  glorious 

That  shed  a  milder  light — 
All  these  form  but  a  portion 

Of  the  Creator's  ways, 
To  waken  our  devotion 

In  joyful  songs  of  praise. 
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54  NIGHT  AND  MORNING. 

1st  DUET. 
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Arranged  from  the  German. 


Who    is  He  that       kind  -  ly    keep  -  eth     Us       in     safe  -  ty 

:omp. 


ACCOMP 
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2d  DUET. 
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through  the       night  1 


Is  -  rael's  Watchman  ne  -  ver    sleep  -  ethf 
0 r«- 


CHORUS. 

as         the  ligrht : 
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Views  the    darkness 
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Is  -  rael's  Watchman 
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ne  -  -  ver  sleep-eth,  Views  the  darkness  as       the  light. 
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NIGHT  AND  MORNING.— continued.        65 


Who  is  He,  when  morning  breaketh, 
Drives  the  slumber  from  our  eyes  1 

He  the  sleeping  world  awaketh, 
At  whose  call  the  dead  shall  rise. 

Cho. — He  the  sleeping,  &c. 


Night  to  us  a  type  is  given 
To  remind  us  we  must  die : 

Morning  is  a  type  of  heaven, 
Then  the  saints  ascend  on  high. 

Cho. — Morning  is  a  type,  &c. 


BREAK  OF  DAY. 
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Night,  whose  sa  -  ble    mantle    flows,  Has  allow'd  us   sweet  repose  ; 
Gen  -  tly    now  the   eastern  ray   Ushers  in    the  light  of  day, 
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While  the  shades  of  darkness  fly,  Ling'ring   in      the  west  -  ern   sky. 
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First  arise  the  silvery  beams, 
Follow'd  then  by  brighter  gleams, 
Till  the  east,  with  rays  of  fire, 
Flashes  like  a  blazing  pyre  ; 
Now  the  landscape  seems  to  glow, 
Brooks  and  breezes  gently  flew. 


Ere  the  orb  of  golden  hue 
Glitters  in  the  morning  dew, 
From  thy  couch  of  slumber  wake 
And  the  precious  volume  take ; 
Let  thy  prayer  and  praise  arise 
To  the  Lord  of  earth  and  skies,  h. 
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HOW  BEAUTEOUS. 
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How  beauteous  the  morning  appears !  The  woodlands  their  song  have  be 
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beams  of  the  snn,        Are 


bright  in  the  beams  of  the 


2  3 

The  landscape  is  verdant  and  gay,  How  gently  the  waterfall  pours, 

The  meadows  in  richness  are  clad,        How  softly  the  breezes  arise, 
The  flocks  and  the  herds  are  at  play,       How  fragrant  the  opening  flowers, 
And  the  heart  of  the  peasant  is  glad.      Which  spring  in  her  beauty  supplies  ! 

4 
All  nature  is  smiling  in  peace, 

The  goodness  of  God  she  displays  ; 
As  mercies  around  us  increase, 
Let  us  join  in  the  anthems  of  praise.  H- 
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BRIGHT    LITTLE    STAR.  From  the  German.       67 
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Bright    lit-tle  star  on   evening's  breast,  How  beams  thy  golden 
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And  I,  when  I  have  bent  my  knee,  And  thinking  on  that  brighter  star 

And  said  my  evening  prayer  That  once  o'er  Bethlehem  rose, 

To  Him  who  made  both  thee  and  me,     And  eastern  sages  led  afar; 
Shall  to  my  rest  repair  :  I'll  sink  to  sweet  repose. 

4 
But  Oh,  when  I  at  last  shall  lie 
In  death's  cold  slumber  down, 
May  then  my  spirit  shine  on  high, 
A  star  in  Jesus'  crown.  Mr*.  Sigoumey. 


SUNSET. 


German* 


See  where  the  glorious  sun-set    now      Tin  -  ges  the  mountain's 


brow ;  O'er      hill    and    dale  and    mea  -  dow  bright,   It 
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light. 
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So  still  the  air,  the  forest  trees 
Scarce  murmur  to  the  gentle  breeze, 
Birds  one  by  one  have  sung  farewell, 
And  left  the  grove  to  Philomel. 


How  pleasant  is  the  garden  shade 
By  lilac  and  laburnum  made ! 
But  softly  now  our  footsteps  tread 
The  little  flowers  have  gone  to  bed.* 


*  Folded  up  their  leaves. 


Sweet  is  the  summer's  evening  hour, 
But  when  I  feel  its  soothing  power, 
A  gentle  whisper  seems  to  say 
That  life  is  but  a  summer's  day. 


Anon. 
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INDUSTRY. 
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The  birds  and  the  fishes,  without  any  hands,  Will  toil  till  their  labor  is 


done 


The    bee   in    his    in-dus  -try    well  understands  How 


2  The  ant  with  activity  lays  up  her  stores, 

The  beaver  a  city  can  build  ; 
The  mule  and  the  camel,  the  ox  and  the  horse, 
Carry  burdens,  or  toil  in  the  field. 

3  Then  let  us,  by  nature  with  reason  endowed, 

And  furnish'd  with  hands  that  are  strong, 
Never  saunter  about  with  the  indolent  crowd, 
But  join  the  industrious  throng. 

4  We're  form'd  to  be  active  in  body  and  mind, 

Industrious,  useful  and  wise  ; 
Let  us  fill  up  the  station  for  which  we're  designed, 
And  prepare  for  a  home  in  the  skies.   H. 
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NIGHT. 


German. 


Now 


sits        in    sweet  re  -  pose,  And   calls  her 
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gaudy      dress      away  she  throws.  And 
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The  grove  is  mute,  the  plain  is  still, 
Save  where  the  watchful  owl 

Sits  on  the  barn,  or  near  the  mill, 
Or  where  the  fox  may  prowl. 

The  weary  lab'rer  rests  his  head, 
The  housewife's  toil  is  o'er, 

Sleep  doth  her  downy  pinions  spread 
While  peace  still  guards  the  door. 


Who  made  the  morn  with  balmy  breath  7 
Who  spread  the  noon-tide  ray  1 

Who  throws  across  th'  extended  earth 
The  veil  of  twilight  gray  1 


'Tis  He  who  dwells  enthron'd  in  light ; 

He  will  his  children  keep  ; 
He  draws  the  curtains  of  the  night, 

And  guards  them  when  they  sleep.    Anon. 


«  TO  SABBATH  SCHOOL. 
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To    sabbath  school,  to  sabbath  school,  Ye  children  haste  away  ■ 
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Be         early    at  the  sabbath  school,     And  never  stop  to  play,     And 
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To  sabbath  school,  to  sabbath  school, 
This  day  so  calm  and  bright, 

Be  ready  at  the  sabbath  school 
Your  lessens  to  recite. 

3 

To  sabbath  school,  to  sabbath  school, 
The  teachers'  voice  obey, 

And  listen  at  the  sabbath  school 
To  every  word  they  say. 

4 

To  sabbath  school,  to  sabbath  school, 

It  is  the  place  of  prayer  ; 
Be  solemn  at  the  sabbath  school, 

For  God  himself  is  there.  Union  Minstrel. 
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THE  SPRING  FLOWER." 
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The  spring  flowers  know  the  time  to  bloom,  The  summer  dews  lo 
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fall,  The  stormy  winds  to    rise      and  come    At     winter's      drea  -  ry 
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call ;    The  nightingale  knows  when  to  sing  Her  midnight  melody,  The 
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stranger  bird  to  stretch  her  wing   Far  o'er    the    distant      sea. 
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"  SPRING  FLOWERS."— continued.      73 


The  silent  stars  know  when  to  raise 

Their  shining  lights  on  high; 
The  moon  to  shed  her  silver  rays 

From  out  the  azure  sky  ; 
The  sun  his  chariot-wheels  to  roll 

Toward  the  golden  west ; 
The  tides  to  flow  from  pole  to  pole, 

The  foaming  waves  to  rest. 


Thus  wide  creation  owns  a  Power 

Supreme  o'er  earth  and  seas, 
That  portions  out  some  fitting  hour 

For  all  his  will  decrees  :     [prime, 
Then  while,  of  natrue's  works  the 

Man  boasts  his  nobler  call, 
Shall  he,  ungrateful,  own  no  time 

To  thank  the  Lord  of  all  1    Anoa. 


«  SUNDAY  SCHOOL."     L.  MaSon. 
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Where  do  children  love  to  go  When  the  wintry  breezes  blow'?  What  is 
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it  attracts  them        so  ? 
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Sunday        school. 
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2  Where  do  children  love  to  be 
When  the  summer  birds  we  see 
Warbling  praise  on  every  tree  1 
In  the  Sunday  school. 


3  Where  are  they  so  kindly  taught 
Who  should  rule  in  every  thought, 
What  the  blood  of  Christ  has  bought  1 
In  the  Sunday  school. 
4 


May  we  love  this  holy  day, 
Love  to  sing,  and  read,  and  pray, 
Find  salvation's  narrow  way 
In  the  Sunday  school. 


74 


«  THANKSGIVING  DAY." 
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Thanksgiving  day  has  come,  And  whether  we  may    spend  Its 
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precious  hours  at  home,  Or  with  some  absent  friend,  Let  songs  of  gratitude  a- 
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rise  To  Him  who  dwells  above  the  skies. 


2  Thanksgiving  day  has  come  : 

Yes,  we  will  bless  the  Lord; 
Within  his  hallowed  dome 

We'll  listen  to  his  word  ; 
We'll  think  of  all  his  mercies  past, 
And  trust  in  him  while  life  shall  last. 

3  Thanksgiving  day  has  come: 

The  tables  now  are  spread 
For  friends  in  youthful  bloom 

And  those  of  hoary  head  : 
But  while  we  of  the  feast  partake, 
No  law  of  temp'rance  we  will  break 


Thanksgiving  day  has  come  ; 

It  is  a  time  of  joy ; 
Let  not  one  thought  of  gloom 

Our  youthful  minds  employ  ; 
But  folly,  pride,  and  sinful  play 
Be  far  from  us  this  happy  day. 


LITTLE  SAMUEL. 
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base.  When  little  Samuel  woke  And  heard  his  Maker's  voice,  At  every  word 
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he  spoke,  How  much  did  he  rejoice  ! 


blessed  child,  to 
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If  God  would  speak  to  me, 
And  say  he  was  my  friend, 

How  happy  would  I  be, 
O  how  would  I  attend  ! 

The  smallest  sin  I  then  would  fear, 

If  God  Almighty  were  so  near. 


Like  Samuel,  let  me  say, 
Whene'er  I  read  his  word, 

Speak,  Lord,  I  would  obey 
The  voice  that  Samuef  heard : 

And  when  I  in  thy  house  appear, 

Speak,  Lord,  thy  servant  waits  to  hear. 


9.  Songs. 


"While      beauty  clothes  the  fertile  vale,  And  blossoms  on  the  spray, 
And  fragrance  breathes  in  every  gale,  how  sweet  the  vernal     day  ! 


!     Hark  how  the  feathered  warblers  sing  !  'Tis  nature's  cheerful  voice ;  Soft 


music  hails  the  lovely  spring,  And  woods  and  fields  rejoice, 


And 
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How  kind  the  influence  of  the  skies, 

While  showers,  with  blessings  fraught, 
Bid  verdure,  beauty,  fragrance  rise 

And  fix  the  roving  thought. 
O  let  my  wand'ring  heart  confess, 

With  gratitude  and  love, 
The  bounteous  Hand  that  deigns  to  bless 

Each  smiling  field  and  grove. 


SPRING . — CONTINUED. 
3 

That  hand  in  this  hard  heart  of  mine 

Can  bid  each  virtue  live  ; 
While  gentle  showers  of  grace  divine, 

Life,  beauty,  fragrance  give. 
O  God  of  nature,  God  of  grace, 

Thy  heavenly  gifts  impart, 
And  bid  sweet  meditation  trace 

Spring  blooming  in  my  heart. 
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Mrs.  Steele. 


ROUND. 
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Wake 
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wake,  'tis 


ear  -  ly  day ; 


Flocks  and  herds  be- 


gin to  stray  ;        Birds    are        sing  -  ing 


the  spray. 
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THE  COUNTRY  I  LOVE. 


The        country     I  love  that  has 


given  me  birth  And 
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nourish'd  my  childhood  so      well:        'Tis  the    pleasantest    region    I 
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dwell 
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'Tis  the  land  of  the  pilgrims,  where  liberty  reigns 
And  knowledge  and  virtue  abound  ; 

Where  justice  impartial  her  influ'nee  maintains, 
And  wealth  and  true  genius  are  found. 

3 
'Tis  the  land  where  religion  and  freedom  unite, 

Where  the  streams  of  salvation  are  pure  ; 
I'll  cherish  its  blessings  with  deepest  delight, 

And  pray  they  may  always  endure.  H. 


"  THE  LITTLE  BIRD." 


German. 
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Oh  do  not    frighten  or  des  -  troy      The  little    bird  with  golden 
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That  carols        forth    the  notes  of       joy 
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To  cheer  us 
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dim. 
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in      the  time  of    spring,  To  cheer  us      in 


the 


e  time  of    spring. 
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2  See  how  she  nestles  on  the  bough,    3  'Tis  cruel  to  disturb  her  nest, 
And  nourishes  her  tender  young;         Or  pilfer  to  supply  a  cage  ; 
Mark  how  her  warm  affections  flow,    We  who  with  liberty  are  blest, 
And  listen  to  her  gentle  song.  Should  never  in  such  acts  engage. 

4  Then  do  not  frighten  or  destroy 
The  little  bird  with  golden  wing, 
But  oft,  like  her,  thy  voice  employ, 
The  Author  of  creation  sing.  H. 


so 


BERNE. 


Bosi. 
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bow    their  bright  wings  to  a  world  such  as  this,  And  leave  the  sweet 


songs  of  the  mansions  above  To  breathe  o'er  our  bosoms  some  message  of 


!  I 

love,     To  breathe  o'er  our  bosoms  some  message 


of    love. 


&T 


±3t 


=» 


fEjBZOC 


±B 


1 


2     They  come,  on  the  wings  of  the  morning  they  come 
The  pilgrim  to  waft  from  this  stormy  abode  ; 
To  convoy  the  stranger  in  peace  to  his  home, 

And  lay  him  to  rest  in  the  arms  of  his  God.  Auon. 
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"THE   SABBATH  BELL." 


Spanish  Air. 
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Far,  far,  o'er  hill  and  dell,  On  the  winds  stealing,  )  „    .    .     .    . 
List    to        the  sabbath  bell  Solemnly    pealing ;  \  tlark'  narK> " 


Now  to  the  church  repair, 

Slowly  ascending, 
Join  in  the  praise  and  prayer, 

Reverently  bending  ; 
Still  to  thy  spirit  say, 
Drive  earthly  cares  away, 
Hallow  the  sabbath  day, 

Thy  life  amending. " 


Now  to  the  truth  attend, 

Devoutly  hearing, 
Think  of  thy  latter  end, 
Hoping,  yet  fearing ; 
Still  to  thy  spirit  say, 
Drive  earthly  cares  away 
Hallow  the  sabbath  day, 
Thy  God  revering. 


Now  to  thy  home  return 

In  meditation ; 
Eternal  truth  discern, 

Seek  for  salvation ; 
Still  to  thy  spirit  say, 
Drive  earthly  cares  away, 
Hallow  the  sabbath  day, 

Flee  from  temptation.      Anon. 
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"POOR   LITTLE   ROBIN." 
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0 

O  poor  lit  -  tie    Robin,    so         cold  and  so  wet,  Say, 
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what  are  you  doing  to 


day  *?       The      winter  is  coming,  then 
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what  will  you  eat  1     And   where  are  you  going    to 


stay  1    And 


atat 


fie 
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where  are  you  going  to 


t-*r*r£ 


stay 
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"POOR   LITTLE   ROBIN."— continued. 


2  Your  nest  is  so  open,  so  cold,  and  so  poor. 

You  never  can  live  there  again  ; 
O  come,  pretty  robin,  come  into  our  door, 
We'll  shelter  you  from  the  cold  rain. 

3  We've  clean  beds  to  sleep  in  and  water  to  drink, 

And  things  very  nice  for  your  food, 
Come,  come,  pretty  robin,  6  how  can  you  think 
To  fly  off  again  in  the  wood  ? 

4  The  bird  will  not  listen  ;  but  children  so  young, 

So  hungry,  so  cold  and  so  wet, 
May  share  in  my  cottage  aud  join  in  my  song, 
And  they  shall  have  something  to  eat. 


83 


pi^i 


EXERCISE. 
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ROUND. 


g^^si 


'Tis  dawn,  'tis  dawn,  with  silv'ry  light;  'Tis  morn,  'tis  morn,  so 
3 


beauteous  and  bright :  The    little  bird  is  carolling,  and  flying  out  of  sight. 


84. 


THE   RAMBLE. 


German. 
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Rambling  o'er    the  rocky  mountain,     Or  the  barren  moor, 
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Sitting      by        the    silvery  fountain  While  its  waters     pour 
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Walking  by  the        lake        or     river,  Where  the  pebbles      lie, 
"  -#h*— ^-, — *-«- 
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THE  RAMBLE.— continued. 
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Lose  who  seet 


Those  who  seek 
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wisdom, 


never    Turn    a  thoughtless  eye. 
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Fields  and  forests,  hills  and  valleys, 

Marshes,  lakes  and  streams, 
Public  walks,  secluded  alleys, 

Furnish  nature's  gems : 
But  while  thus  with  care  exploring 

Nature's  works  and  laws, 
Let  us  ever  be  adoring 

The  Almighty  cause. 


He  that  framed  the  orbs  of  heaven, 

Formed  the  crystal  spring ; 
He  that  paints  the  hues  of  even, 

Spreads  the  insect's  wing ; 
He  who  holds  the  mighty  ocean, 

Guides  the  little  rill : 
Let  us  then,  with  pure  devotion, 

Seek  to  do  his  will. 


ROUND. 
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Oh   i-g-f 
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Time,  a  smooth  deceitful  stream, 
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Ever  onward  flows ; 
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Life,  a  fond  de 
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lusive  dream,        Hastens  to  a 


close. 
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Pure  religion's  heav'nly  beam   Guides  to  sweet  re    -    pose. 
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THE    CHRISTIAN'S    GRAVE." 
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hallowed 
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wave  ;  Nor    should  the    place  be 


e'er  for  -  got  That 
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marks    the      christian's  grave,  That      marks  the     christian's    grave. 
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Soil:  sleeping  in  a  grassy  bed, 
With  no  disturber  near, 

He  feels  no  superstitious  dread, 
Nor  knows  one  thought  of  fear. 


And  though  his  relics  must  decay, 
The  dust  again  shall  rise, 

And  shine,  in  beauteous  array, 
Beyond  the  starry  skies. 


The  spirit  now  is  pure  and  bright, 
And  fired  with  holy  love, 

Rejoicing  in  the  glorious  light 
That  fills  the  realms  above. 


O  yes,  it  is  a  hallowed  place 
Where  weeping  willows  wave ; 

Who  would  not  run  the  christian  race 
To  triumph  o'er  the  grave  1       h. 


THE   DAY   FLOWERS. 


H. 
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I  wonder  why  these  pretty  flowers  Among  the  green  boughs 
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2  Why  do  they,  when  the  pleasant  light  3  My  mother  says,  the  wicked  love 

Fades  from  the  earth  away,  The  darkness,  not  the  light : 

Fold  up  their  little  leaves  so  tight.  Can  this  be  why  those  flow'rets  prove 

And  look  no  longer  gay?  So  much  afraid  of  night  ? 

She  tells  me,  too,  that,  like  the  sun 

That  shines  upon  us  here, 
God  always  sees  what  we  have  done, 

That  we  his  name  must  fear.  Communicated. 
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LUDLOW. 


Savior  a    -  rose;     'Tis 


heaven  his  beauties  to  see,      And    in 


+-»    *  *    ^    !^ 

his  soft  arms  to  repose. 
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acj: 
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ie 
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He  knows  I  am  weak  and  defil'd, 
My  life  is  but  empty  and  vain, 

But  if  he  will  make  me  his  child, 
I'll  never  forsake  him  again. 


m 


He  offers  to  pardon  our  sin, 
And  keep  us  from  every  snare, 

To  sprinkle  and  cleanse  us  within, 
And  show  us  his  tenderest  care. 


This  day  he  invites  us  to  come  ; 

How  kindly  he  bids  us  draw  near ; 
He  offers  us  heav'n  for  our  home, 

And  wipes  every  penitent  tear. 


I  cannot,  I  must  not  refuse  ;  [heart 
His  goodness  has  conquer'd  my 

The  Lord  for  my  portion  I  choose, 
And  bid  all  my  folly  depart. 


LUDLOW. — CONTINUED. 
6 

How  sweet  is  the  sabbath  to  me, 
The  day  the  Redeemer  arose  ; 

'Tis  heaven  his  beauties  to  see, 
And  in  his  soft  arms  to  repose. 
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H. 


"THE   SABBATH   DAY." 
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is        the  sabbath  day,        In 
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mercy     giv'n,    That 


1 


— *±^j 


1 


r^-T 


S3E 


n& 


■*-*- 


m 


i  -      i 

we  may  cease  from  play  And  learn  of  heav'n,  And  learn  of  heav'n. 
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It  is  the  sabbath  day, 

A  rest  to  those 
Who  love  to  praise  and  pray, 

And  pay  their  vows. 


It  is  the  sabbath  day 

That  Jesus  gave, 
Who  took  death's  sting  away 

And  spoiled  the  grave. 


It  is  the  sabbath  day 
That  saw  him  rise  ; 

Let  us  his  voice  obey 
Who  rules  the  skies, 


THE   DAY-FLY.* 


German. 


little  creature      of  a  day,  Spread  thy  bright  wings  and 
— 00 • 


U 

flit  away ;     Go 


tell  thy  love  to    yonder  rose,  And  in  a  blue  bell 


take  repose,  And    in    a  blue  bell        take  repose 


:  repc 
-00- 
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2  But  if  the  sky  begin  to  lower, 
Then  haste  thee  to  the  woodland  bower; 
So  frail  thy  form,  so  short  thy  breath, 

A  summer  shower  would  be  thy  death. 

3  On  the  clear  evening  dew-drop  sup, 
And  drink  the  rich  nectarian  cup, 
For  ere  to-morrow's  sun  has  come, 
Thou'rt  stretch'd  upon  thy  leafy  tomb. 


*  A  name  given  to  an  insect  that  lives  but  a  single  day. 


THE   DAY  -  FLY.— continued. 

Each  morrow's  sun  shall  gaily  shine 
On  wings  as  fair  and  frail  as  thine  : 
Man,  like  the  day-fly,  soon  is  gone, 
And  whither  hath  his  spirit  flown  ! 
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Anon. 


ROUND. 


Rejoicing  in  the    days  of  youth,  We  labor  to  ac  -  quire 
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A  knowledge  of  important  truth,  With  ardor  of  desire 


3=t 
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While      dai  -  ly,  so  gai    -    ly,    We  tune  our  happy  choir. 


EXERCISE. 

do 


do    -    -   mi  do  mi 


92 


Quick. 
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"LITTLE  WARBLER." 
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Stay,  little     warbler,  stay,  Leave  not  yon        verdant  spray, 
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But  carol  forth  thy    lay  Of       praise    and        gladness ;      For  fair  is 
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ev'ry  flower  That  decks  the  summer  bower,  To  guild  each  fleeting  hour  And 
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LITTLE    WARBLER."— continued. 
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2 

To  him  that  rules  on  high, 
That  formed  the  azure  sky, 
That  gave  the  rose  its  die, 

The  song  arises : 
And  shall  I  thankless  be, 
When  he  bestows  on  me 
Whate'er  felicity 

My  bosom  prizes  1 


No,  through  my  earthly  days, 
Gladly  I'll  sing  his  praise, 
Nor  when  my  life  decays, 

Cease  to  adore  him. 
If  in  yon    heav'nly  place, 
I  see  his  smiling  face, 
I'll  sing  redeeming  grace, 

Prostrate  before  him. 


EXERCISE. 
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Tenderly. 


"I  HAVE  NO  MOTHER.5' 


German, 


Si 


They  tell  me  of  an  angel  form 
That  watch'd  around  my  bed, 

And  of  a  soft  and  quiet  hand 
That  wiped  the  tears  I  shed. 


And  often,  too,  as  I  was  ill, 
She  kissed  my  burning  brow  ; 

Her  tears  would  fall  upon  my  cheek, 
I  think  I  feel  them  now. 


With  smiles  she  held  my  tiny  arm 
When  I  began  to  walk  ; 

And  joy  would  sparkle  in  her  eyes 
Whe-n  I  would  try  to  talk. 


And  then  she  used  to  kneel  with  me, 
And  teach  me  how  to  pray, 

And  raise  my  little  hands  to  henv'n, 
And  tell  me  what  to  say. 


"  I  HAVE  NO  MOTHER."— continued. 


95 


O  mother,  mother,  in  my  heart 

Thy  image  still  shall  be  ; 
And  may  I  hope  in  heaven,  at  last, 

To  meet  and  live  with  thee  1  Anon. 


ROUND. 
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ta    -  men  -    to    well. 


EXERCISE. 
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Quick. 
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THE  ECLIPSE." 


German. 
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Inst. 


A     dark'ning  veil  pass'd  o'er  the  moon  To      hide  its  silv  -  'ry 
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The  en  -  vious  plan  -  ets       saw,    and    soon 
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pride  be  -gan  to  blaze.  The  moon,  they  said,  with  borrow'd  gleams,  Too 
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long  had  them  outshone  ;     The  sun  had  now  withdrawn  its  beams  To 
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THE  ECLIPSE."— continued. 
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make  her  fol  -  ly    known,         To    make  her  fol  -  ly 


known. 
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"  "Why  should  an  orb  as  dark  as  night, 

So  low,  confined  and  small, 
Pretend  to  show  such  floods  of  light, 

When  she  has  none  at  all !" 
The  trembling  moon  in  silence  stood, 

Nor  answered  to  their  scorn; 
And  soon  once  more,  without  a  cloud, 

She  shone  as  bright  as  morn. 
3 
But  now  large  spots  upon  the  sun 

Had  made  the  planets  pale  ; 
Their  boasting  and  their  pride  were  done, 

They  could  no  longer  rail : 
And  here,  in  meekness,  let  us  learn 

The  course  to  be  pursued  : 
When  envy  rages,  let  it  burn — 

'Twill  sooner  be  subdued.  H. 


EXERCISE. 
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"  0  IF  I  WERE  A  ROBIN. 
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wing  ;        I'd  leave  my  sighin' — sob  -  bin',     And  sweet-ly    I  would  sing ; 
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And  early  in  each    morning 
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I'd    fly  from  tree  to  tree,     And 
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go  -  ing  and  re  -    turn  -  ing,    What     pret  -  ty  things  I'd  see 
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"  0  IF  I  WERE  A  ROBIN."— continued. 
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But  now  I  am  so  lonely, 

I  know  not  where  to  stay  ; 
My  little  brother  only 

Is  with  me  day  by  day. 
My  mother  dear  was  crying 

When  father  lay  so  low  ; 
When  she  herself  was  dying, 

I  knew  not  what  to  do. 


Our  parents  are  in  heaven, 
Their  spirits  went  above  ; 

Their  sins  were  all  forgiven, 
For  they  the  Lord  did  love. 


God  call'd  them  to  forsake  us, 
And  laid  them  in  the  dust , 

But  he  himself  will  take  us, 
If  in  his  name  we  trust. 


If  Jesus  will  receive  us 

Within  his  precious  fold, 
And  when  he'll  please  to  give  us 

Some  pretty  wings  of  gold  : 
Then  soon  we  will  be  flying 

Up  to  that  blissful  place, 
Where  there  is  no  more  crying, 

So  near  his  smiling  face.     H. 


DUET. 


RICH  THE  TREASURE." 

H h-|-2 


1  Rich  the  trea  -  sure,  Sweet  the  plea  -  sure,  Which  the  troub  -  led 

2  E'n    from  sor  -  row    We  may  bor  -  row   Rays    of      com  -  fort 

3  True  sub  -  mis-sion,  Deep  con  -  tri-  tion,      And      a         bo  -  som 
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soul    will      find,    When   the 
all        se    -  rene,      On  -  ly 
fill'd  with      love,     Shall  a 


heart    is         all  re    -    signed, 

by       the     Chris    -    tian        seen, 
pre   -  cious    bless     -    ing       prove. 
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"  TELL  ME,  SHEPHERD." 
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of  ray  love,  Where  thy  lit  -  tie    flocks  abide,        Shel  -  ter'd  by  thy 
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Tell  me,  Savior  all  divine, 
Where  I  may  my  soul  recline  ; 
Where  I  shall  for  refuge  fly 
When  the  burning  sun  is  high. 


3 

Claim  me,  Shepherd,  as  thine  own 
O  protect  me,  thou  alone  ! 
Let  rne  hear  thy  gracious  voice, 
Make  my  fainting  heart  rejoice. 


"COME,  CHILDREN,  COME." 
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Come,  children,  come  !     God  bids  you  come,  Come  and  learn  to 
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sing     the      sto  -    ry      Of       the    Lord    of     life  and    glo  -  ry ; 
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Come,  chil  -  dren, 
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Come,  children,  come; 

Christ  bids  you  come ; 
Early  seek  his  face  and  favor, 
Love  and  serve  your  blessed  Savior  : 

Come,  children,  come. 
3 

Come,  children,  come ; 

The  Spirit  says  come, 
Come,  with  Zion's  sons  and  daughters, 
To  the  spring  of  living  waters  : 

Come,  children,  come. 


Come,  children,  come  ; 
All  bid  you  come  ; 
Come  unite  your  hearts  and  voices, 
List'ning  heaven  then  rejoices  : 
Come,  children,  come. 

5 
Come,  children,  come  ; 
Make  heav'n  your  home  : 
Then,  though  earthly  ties  may  sever, 
You  may  live  with  Christ  for  ever : 
Come,  children,  come.    Mrs.  Brown. 
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THE  HAPPY  CHOICE. 


German. 


$Afi\?i\mmmmi 


Peo-ple      of    the     liv  -  ing    God, 
Paths  of    sin  and    sor  -  row  trod. 


I    have  sought  the 
Peace  and  com-fort 
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world    around,^         Now  to    you  my    spi-rit    turns,    >    R    ,, 
no  where  found.  $         Turns,  a  fu  -  gi  -  tive    un  -  blest :   $    oremren, 


Lonely  I  no  longer  roam, 

Like  the  cloud,  the  wind,  the  wave; 
Where  you  dwell  shall  be  my  home, 

Where  you  die  shall  be  my  grave  : 


Mine  the  God  whom  you  adore, 
Your  Redeemer  shall  be  mine, 

Earth  can  fill  my  soul  no  more, 
Every  idol  I  resign. 

Montgomery. 


THE    ARK    AND    DOVE.      Arranged  from  Nancy  Song..*    103 
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Base. 


There    was      a      no  -  ble        ark       Sail  -  ing  o'er  waters 
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dark 


And    wide    a  -  round 


Not  one  tall  tree  was  seen,  Nor. 
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flower,  nor  leaf  of  green  j  All,  all  was  drown'd,  All,  all  was  drown'd. 
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Then  a  soft  wing  was  spread 
And  o'er  the  billows  dread 

A  meek  dove  flew  ; 
But  on  that  shoreless  tide 
No  living  thing  she  spied 

To  cheer  her  view. 
*  By  permission. 


So  to  the  ark  she  fled, 
With  weary  drooping  head 

To  seek  for  rest. 
Christ  is  thy  ark,  my  love, 
Thou  art  the  tender  dove, 

Fly  to  his  breast.        l.  H.  S. 


104 


"THE     HUMMING-BIRD."       German  theme. 
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See  where,  in  a  thicket  of  roses,  The  humming-bird  sweetly  re- 
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pos  -  es,      For    beau  -  ty      so    just  -  ly    ad  -  mir'd 


How 
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bu-si  -  ly  he  has  been  fly  -  ing,  Sweet  slumber  he  now  is  enjoying  ;  The 
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poor  lit-tle  creature  was      tired. 
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"  THE  HUMMING-BIRD."— continued. 
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But  there  is  a  humble-bee  coming, 
He  makes  such  a  terrible  drumming, 

I  wish  he  could  ever  be  still : 
And  now  there's  a  robin  so  near  him, 
The  humming-bird  surely  will  hear  him  ; 

I  wish  he  would  shut  up  his  bill. 
3 
But  I  have  been  jumping  and  stamping : 
I  made  with  my  singing  and  romping 

More  noise  than  the  robin  or  bee: 
And  as  dear  little  sister  was  sleeping, 
I  woke  her  and  set  her  to  weeping  ; 

My  fault  1  now  clearly  can  see. 


ROUND. 
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In           the          morn    -    ing             of        thy        days 
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Tune        thy        voice        to  sa  -  cred  praise,         pra    -    - 
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And    thy       sweet  -  est      an  -  thems    raise. 
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LITTLE   PILGRIM. 


German- 


Inst 


There    is        a  road  that  leads    to    God,  All  oth  -  ers      go     a- 
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road,      But 
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chris-tians    love     the        way 
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It  leads  through  this  dark  world  of  sin, 

Where  many  snares  are  cast ; 
But  upright  souls  that  walk  therein, 

Will  go  to  heav'n  at  last. 
3 
How  shall  an  infant  pilgrim  dare 

This  dang'rous  path  to  tread  1 
Do  I  not  need  a  Shepherd's  care 

To  be  securely  led  1 


4 
Lord,  condescend  to  be  my  guide  ; 

O  let  me  never  stray  : 
"  Uphold  my  goings,"  lest  I  slide, 

Or  wander  from  the  way. 
5 
Thus  I  may  go  without  alarms, 

And  trust  his  word  of  old ; 
The  lambs  he'll  gather  with  his  arms, 

And  lead  them  to  the  fc1J       -^n. 


CHILDREN'S   EVENING   HYMN. 


Mod. 


German. 
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Inst. 


Now    con  -  de-scend,  Almigh-  ty  King,  To    bless  the  lit  -  tie 
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£==n 
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And      kind    -    ly  lis  -  ten     while      we      sinj 


Brothers  and  sisters,  hand  in  hand, 
Our  lips  together  move  ; 

O  smile  upon  this  little  band, 
Unite  our  hearts  in  love. 


May  we  in  safety  sleep  to-night, 

From  every  danger  free  ; 
For,  Lord,  the  darkness  and  the  light 

Are  both  alike  to  thee. 


We  come  to  own  the  Power  divine 
That  watches  o'er  our  days  j 

For  this  our  feeble  voices  join, 
To  God  we  give  the  praise. 


And  when  the  rising  sun  displays 
His  cheering  beams  abroad, 

Then  may  our  grateful  morning  lavs 
Declare  the  love  of  God.        Anon. 
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Not  too  fast. 


SONG  OF  INDUSTRY.     Germall. 
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Now  while  in  your  youthful  prime,  And  free  from  care  and  sorrow, 
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Ev-ery    day  im-prove    your  time,  Nor  linger  for  the     mor  -  row 
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If    to  learning  you  aspire,      Her  rules  must  be    re  -  gard  -  ed 
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In-dus  -  try  must  never    tire,    But  fol  -  ly       be      dis  -  card  -  ed. 
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SONG  OF  INDUSTRY.— continued. 
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All  your  youthful  days  will  flee 
Like  early  morning  vapor  ; 

Hasting  to  eternity, 
Your  life's  a  trembling  taper. 


He  that  would  be  truly  wise 
Will  seek  enduring  pleasure  ; 

Laying  up,  beyond  the  skies, 
A  rich  undying  treasure. 


INVITATION. 


German. 


inmlig^i^pgin 


Come  hith  -  er,       all        ye        wea  -  ry  souls,      Ye    heav-y 
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la  -  den    sin  -  ners  come  •       r]I  Sive  3'0U  rest  from  a11  >'our  toils' 
la     den    sin     ners,  come ,    And  raise  yQU  tQ  my  heavenly  home 
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They  shall  find  rest  that  learn  of  me, 
I'm  of  a  meek  and  lowly  mind  : 

But  passion  rages  as  the  sea, 
And  pride  is  empty  as  the  wind. 


Jesus,  we  come  at  thy  commandi 

With  faith  and  hope  and  humble  zeal, 

Resign  our  spirits  to  thy  hand, 
To  mould  and  guide  us  at  thv  will. 

Waits, 
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SYRIA. 


Rev.  Mr.  Malan,  of  Switzerland. 


The    ro  -  sy    light  is    dawning  Up  -  on   the  mountain's  brow,  Ii 
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sab  -  bath  morn-ing,     A-rise    and  pay    thy  vow :    Lift 
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up    thy  voice  to      heav  -  en,     In  sa  -  cred  praise  and  pray'r,  While 
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thee  is        giv  -  en       The  light    of     life     to     share. 
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SYRIA. CONTINUED. 


Ill 


The  landscape,  lately  shrouded 

By  evening's  paler  ray, 
Smiles  beauteous  and  unclouded 

Before  the  eye  of  day : 
So  let  our  souls,  benighted 

Too  long  in  folly's  shade, 
By  thy  kind  smiles  be  lighted 

To  joys  that  never  fade. 


Oh,  see  those  waters  streaming 

In  crystal  purity, 
While  earth,  with  verdure  teeming, 

Gives  rapture  to  the  eye. 
Let  rivers  of  salvation 

In  larger  currents  flow, 
Till  every  tribe  and  nation 

Their  healingvirtues  know. 

Christian  Psalmist. 
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THE    STORM. 


Forte. 
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How  fierce  the  lightning  blaz  -es !  I  hear  the  thunder  roar ;  Hark  ! 
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how    the    wind       a    -    ris  -  es,  "While  clouds  their  waters  pour  ! 
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in    the  Lord  con-fid  -  ing,  We  think  of  no    a  -  larm, 
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THE    STORM.— continued. 
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The  lightnings  are  his  arrows, 

The  thunders  are  his  voice  j 
Yet  e'en  the  feeblest  sparrows 

May  safe  in  him  rejoice. 
The  clouds  and  winds  and  waters 

Obey  his  sovereign  word  : 
Let  Zion's  sons  and  daughters 

Adore  th'  Almighty  Lord. 


When  lightnings  red  are  streaking, 

A  Father's  arm  is  bared  ; 
When  thunders  loud  are  speaking, 

A  Father's  voice  is  heard. 
The  foes  that  flee  before  him 

Will  never  feel  his  grace  ; 
But  children  who  adore  him 

Shall  see  his  smiling  face. 

Nursery  Songs. 
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"  CRYSTAL  SPRING." 
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Give    me      a  draught  from  the      crys-tal     spring,  When  the 
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burn-ing  sun     is     high ;    Where  the  rocks   and    the  woods  their 
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shadows     fling,  And  the  pearls  and  the  peb  -  bles        lie, 
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CRYSTAL  SPRING."— continued. 
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Give  me  a  draught  from  the  crystal  spring, 

When  the  cooling  breezes  blow  ; 
When  the  leaves  of  the  trees  are  withering 

From  the  frost  or  the  fleecy  snow. 

3 

Give  me  a  draught  from  the  crystal  spring, 

When  the  wintry  winds  are  gone  ; 
When  the  flowers  are  in  bloom,  and  the  echoes  ring 

From  the  woods  o'er  the  verdant  lawn. 

4, 

Give  me  a  draught  from  the  crystal  spring, 

When  the  ripening  fruits  appear  ; 
When  the  reapers  the  song  of  harvest  sing, 

And  plenty  has  crown'dthe  year. 


Give  me  a  draught  from  the  crystal  spring, 

And  the  same  from  day  to  day  ; 
But  if  aught  from  the  worm  of  the  still  you  bring, 

I  will  pour  ev'ry  drop  away.  H. 
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116  "HEAVENLY   PEACE.' 

1st  TREBLE.        Mod. 
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1  Come,  heavenly  peace  of  mind,  I  sigh  for  thy  return,    I    seek  but 
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2  I  tried  each  earthly  charm,   In  pleasure's  haunts  I  strayed  ;  I  sought  for 
ALTO. 
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3  Where  can  the  mourner  go,  And  tell  his  tale  of  grief  1  Ah,  who  can 
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cannot  find  The  joys  for  which  I  mourn.   Where  is  my  Savior  now, 
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soothing  balm,  I  ask'd  the  world  its    aid  :     But  ah,    no    balm  it  had 
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soothe  his  wo,   And  give  him  sweet  relief  1     Je  -  sus,  thy  smiles  impart ; 


"HEAVENLY  PEACE."— continued.        117 
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"Whose  smiles  I      once  pos-sess'd  1     Till  he      re  -  turns   I    bow,    By 
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To    heal    a     wounded  breast ;  And    I,     for  -  lorn  and  sad,  Must 
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My  dear-est      Lord,  re  -  turn,  And    ease   my     wounded  heart,  And 
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heav  -  iest  grief  op  -  press'd  ;      My    days    of  hap  -  pi  -  ness      are 
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bid    me  cease    to     mourn.    Then  shall  this  night   of     sor  •  row 
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"  HEAVENLY  PEACE."— continued. 
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gone,      And     I  am         left  to      weep      a    -     lone. 


P&=£ 


o.    f\Pm 


i 


4—f 


gone,      And     I  am         left  to       weep      a    -     lone, 
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flee,         And  peace         and       heav'n       be    found       in         thee. 


THE   PRIMROSE.  ow  soag. 
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One    morning       in         the    gras    -    sy  lane, 
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THE  PRIMROSE.—contin€ed. 
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net's    meek    and         ten   -  der      strain 


sweet-ly       war  -  bling 
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But  in  the  soft  declining  eve, 
Again  I  passed  the  quiet  spot ; 

How  could  I  choose  but  stand  and  grieve 
To  find  the  simple  flower  was  not ! 


And  in  the  fate  of  that  fair  thing 
An  emblem  of  false  hope  I  found ; 

The  morning  saw  it  flourishing, 
The  evening  withered  on  the  ground. 

Anon. 
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RAMBLER. 


Quick. 


German. 


Jov-ful  scenes  a  -  rise    before  us       In  the  meadow   and  the  grove 
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Birds  are     sing  -  ing      in      full   cho  -  rus,     O'er     the    bleat  -  ing 
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flocks  that  rove:  Children  then  should  tune  their  voice,  In  creation's 
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RAMBLER.— continued. 
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Spring  her  verdant  robe  is  wearing, 
And  her  breath  is  mild  and  pure, 

"While  her  beauteous  flowers  appearing, 
Speak  the  precious  promise  sure  : 

Months  and  seasons  shall  prevail, 

Till  the  earth  itself  shall  fail. 


And  when  we  return  at  even, 
With  full  many  a  flowery  gem, 

Let  us  lift  our  eyes  to  heaven, 
On  the  starry  diadem : 

"Worlds  on  worlds  unnumbered  rise, 

Rolling  through  the  boundless  skies. 


But  while  o'er  the  fields  we  ramble, 
On  a  mild  and  sunny  day, 

Or  'mid  rocks  and  thickets  scramble, 
Wending  on  our  devious  way  j 

Let  us  still  on  nature  gaze, 

With  admiring  thoughts  of  praise. 


O  the  wonders  of  creation  ! 

Earth  beneath  and  heav'n  above, 
Fill  the  mind  with  admiration, 

And  attune  the  heart  to  love  : 
Yet  all  these  might  seem  but  dross 
To  the  wonders  of  the  cross.        h. 
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Finds  de  -  basement    of    the    soul,  Sinks  in  re  -  pu    -    ta    -    tion 

3  1st  &  2d  Time.  Last  Time. 
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122  MARTYN,  ARRANGED  FOR  THREE  VOICES.    S.  B.  Marsh. 

1st  TREBLE. 


1  Ma-ry  to    the  Sa-vior's  tomb    Hast-ed    at    the    ear    -    ly 
Spice  she  brought  and  sweet  perfume,  But  the  Lord  she  lov'd  had 


2d  TREBLE. 
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2  But  her  sorrows  quickly  fled,  When  she  heard  his    wel  -  come 
Christ  had  risen  from  the  dead,     Now  he    bids  her  heart      re- 
ALTO. 
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dawn  ;  >  For  a  while  she  ling'-ring    stood,  ?  T^mKi.-«„  «,i.ji- 

gone  ;    j         Fill'd  with  sorrow  and  sur  -  prise  \  \  Tremblin£>  whlle 
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voice ;  J         What  a  change  his  word  can  make,  1      y    wh 
joice.    J  Turning  darkness    in    -    to  day;  \  r 
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crystal      flood        Is  -  sued  from  her    weep  -  ing 
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eyes. 
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Je  -  sus'    sake,       He    will  wipe  your  tears        a 
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way. 
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N.  B. — The  «7/0  part  may  also  be  sung  as  iase  in  men's  voices  an  octave 
lower. 


CHILD   OF   SIN  AND    SORROW.' 
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Child  of     sin    and      sor  -row,   Fill'd     with  dis  -  may  i  ? 
mor  -  row,    Yield  thee     to  -  day :  £ 


Wait  not    for     to 
d.  c.  Child  of    sin     and     sor 


row,  Hear     and     o  -  bey.  D 
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Heaven  bids       thee        come    While 
2 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Why  wilt  thou  die  1 
Come  while  thou  canst  borrow 
Help  from  on  high : 


yet      there's 


Grieve  not  that  love 

Which  from  above, 
Child  of  sin  and  sorrow, 

Would  bring  thee  nigh.  H. 
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A   FUGUE. 
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First  the  subject   we  propo 
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Then  reply  in        verse  or  pro- 
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we  pro- 
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verse    or        prose,      in  verse  or  prose, 


Till  each  part  responsive    flo 
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pose,    pro    -    pose,      Till      each    part    respon  -  sive      flow 
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Till  each  part  responsive      flows, 
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Hast' 
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Till  each  part    responsive  flows,     Hast'ning 
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Hast'ning  to      a 


en- 
close. 


*—*—*_ 


Hast'ning    to       a  close. 
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Hast'ning  to      a  close. 
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close, 


Hast'nin?  to      a  close. 
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SAUNDERS." 


Quick. 


Tom      Saunders  would  never    be  caught  in  a  quarrel  ;     His 
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fight  for  a  laurel.  Though  courage  was  firm  as  a  rock.        sym 


SAUNDERS."— continued. 
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—  AH  injuries  need  not  be  strongly  resented, 
Though  patience  might  sorely  be  tried  ; 
quarrels,  he  said,  would  be  often  pre- 
vented, 
never  allowed  but  one  side. 


Hi 


17 


When  others  attempted  to  tease  and  to 
joke  him, 
He  never  would  lay  it  to  heart ; 
And  though  ev'ry  method  they  tried  to 
provoke  him, 
He'd  ne'er  from  his  maxim  depart. 


4  A  quarrel,  he  said,  could  not  bring  him  a  blessing, 

If  he  tried  it  a  thousand  times  o'er ; 
What  good  would  it  do  though  he  gave  them  a  dressing  1 
They  only  would  hate  him  the  more. 

5  Some  thought  he  was  mean,  but  his  spirit  was  noble, 

His  temper  ingenuous  and  kind  ; 
And  though  he  was  careful  to  keep  out  of  trouble, 
He  never  to  duty  was  blind. 

6  So  by  kindness  of  feeling  and  principle  guided, 

He  always  passed  safely  along, 
And  whether  his  comrades  approved  or  derided, 
He  ne'er  would  be  found  in  the  wrong. 
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The    voice  of  God  no    more    is  heard,  As    in  the  days  of  old ; 
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He  spoke  to  men  of  ancient  days, 

In  visions  of  the  night, 
By  signs  and  wonders,  and  displays 

Of  boundless  power  and  might. 


But  now  he  speaks  by  Christ  his  Son, 
Who  came  to  bleed  and  die ; 

Who  rose  to  sit  upon  the  throne, 
Eternal  in  the  sky. 


His  messages  of  power  and  grace 

We  joyfully  receive; 
And  as  the  heavenly  lines  we  trace, 

We  see,  and  we  believe. 
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